no longer. Only connect, and the beast and the monk, rob-
bed of the isolation that is life to either, will die.
Nor was the message difficult to give. It need not take
the form of a good 'talking'. By quiet indications the bridge
would be built and span their lives with beauty.
But she failed. For there was one quality in Henry for
which she was never prepared, however much she reminded
herself of it: his obtuseness. He simply did not notice things,
and there was no more to be said. He never noticed that
Helen and Frieda were hostile, or that Tibby was not in-
terested in currant plantations; he never noticed the lights
and shades that exist in the greyest conversation, the finger-
posts, the milestones, the collisions, the illimitable views.
Once - on another occasion - she scolded him about it.
He was puzzled, but replied with a laugh: cMy motto is
Concentrate. I've no intention of frittering away my
strength on that sort of thing/ ' It isn't frittering away the
strength,' she protested. 'It's enlarging the space in which
you may be strong.' He answered: * You're a clever little
woman, but my motto's Concentrate.' And this morning he
concentrated with a vengeance.
They met in the, rhododendrons of yesterday. In the day-
light the bushes were inconsiderable and the path was
bright in the morning sun. She was with Helen, who had
been ominously quiet since the affair was settled. ' Here we
all are 1' she cried, and took him by one hand, retaining her
sister's in the other.
'Here we are. Good morning, Helen.*
Helen replied, *Good morning, Mr Wilcox/
'Henry, she has had such a nice letter from that queer,
cross boy. Do you remember him ? He had a sad moustache,
but the tack of his head was young/
' I have had a letter too. Not a nice one -1 want to talk it
over with you5: for Leonard Bast was nothing to him now
that she had given him her word; the triangle of sex was
broken for ever.
6 Thanks to your hint, he's clearing out of the iWphyrion/
'Not a bad business that Porphyrion/ he said absently, as
he took his own letter out of his pocket,
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